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lscars. 


A tattoo's studio, in a little, narrow street. A guy entered, looking for his friend, the tattooist. 

"Hello, what's up?" said smiling at the owner of that studio. 

"Oh, its you again! Always pleasures have you here! What it's this time? Ah? Another tattoo? Another angel 

or a demon?" 

"Well," said the guy sitting in the chair. "Another mark, you know?" 

"The tattooist smiled He was surprised because not many people were brave enough to get this kind of mark 
There were not many clients like this one." 

"Well, buddy, another mark, ok, where's this time, mm?'said with familiar tone, the client was usual there. 

"I want it on my back, again". said crossing legs. His eyes looked lost, searching an answer. 

"Wow, how many you want to have there?" Even with his long experience he never seen a guy coming back so 
quick for tattoos. They usually hope months, but that client usually came weeks later. 

"Never mind quantity. Ah, | want a tattoo too; could | have them in same session?" 

"Come on, sure | can! For you, | can" 

"Thanks dude; you're only one | can have it." 

"Well, about the tattoo, have you got the design? Do you want something in special?" 

" this time, | want another angel, but now, | want mine. Azrael." 


"Oh yes! | like this work! Ok take sit please, while I'm getting this place prepared for you, Sir.” 


Taking sit, he took off his t-shirt. He had a full tattooed back, black angels fighting against angels, white angels, 
were shining, as if a clean light shined from them. 

Black angels chained fighting to get free, but there was a huge space without any tattoo, right over shoulders, 
under his neck. 

"I think you would like Azrael here, ah?" pointed to the right place. 

"Yes, go on, please." 

"Ok, relax and calm, you know how those sessions are." 

Needles making ink run through his blood torrent, making him remember how was he and how bloody hell he 
finished there. 2 hours, of pain and relax same time, and like always, he talked with the tattoo artist. 

"Ey, tell me, have you got any project or something with music, again?" 

"Now, lm working with a friend now." 

"this guy's from you old band?" 

"No, he doesn't. no way. Not now. I'm trying to restore friendship, but slowly, | miss them but, how | ussually 
say, time to time." 

"You, now, maybe l'm talking too much, but you were the best, dude, you should back with the band, you don't 
have to stay like this, always thinking about how could be your life, instead to think what you could be doing 
now with them. Are good guys, aren't they?" 

‘Oh, yes, they are, totally." said the client, relaxed and smiling. 

"So why the hell aren't you playing with them, ah?" the tattooist tried to cheers up him, he was one best 
guys ever seen on his studio. 

"It's. difficult. I'm not who should make the call. You know what | mean" 

"Aha, well, wait but not much ah, life its short, dude." said finishing the tattoo. 

His client giggled as he ordered him to wake up and showed him the work. 

"Awesome. My god, you have a special touch for this." His client was amazed, that artwork was amazing, and 
the cost was totally 

"Thanks dude. Now, lets go with the mark. Where you want it today, ah?" 

"I want it in the other side. You know how | want it” - The client knew perfectly clear where and how. Clear 
ideas for a mind clear. 

Taking the machine, he waited it until it got the high temperature, highest, cause was needed to burn the skin 
"Ok, dude, are you ready?" said taking the machine carefully on his hands. 

"Sure, I'm always ready, oh, have you got my biter?" it seemed the bitter was important for the client, 
something needed to be marked. 

"Oh, god, | almost forget it! Wait a sec, ah, l'm gonna search it" 

The tattooist looked into a drawer; all sterilized, cleaned, opened a bag and gave to the client. 

"Dude, | have to cost you a little more for this, you know, | have to clean it and sterilize, and keep it only for 
you." 

‘Oh, thanks, that's no problem, you know. | love the trust | can take with you." 

Taking a biter on his mouth, a signal was enough to become the scar. The sound was horrible, the smell was 
worst even. Burnt human meat was something unusual to smell, his client bit the leather roll strongly, keep it 
with the teeth, clenching fists, eyes in white, only IO minutes of terrible pain, but, was too much this time, and 
the client has got eyes in white, almost vanished, but the work didn't stop, at last, wasn't first time he was 
vanished, when the scar was finished, a wet special towel for tattoos cleaned dry and flesh blood. 


"Oh god, | got to let this, seriously.’ 


"He he, it's painful, yeah, but the result is amazing. Look at you!" 

Looking himself in a mirror, his whole back was a true artwork. Azrael was in the top of the back, looking the 
fight between black chained angels and white angels, on his sides, four scars, two on each side. 

"Amazing, you did it again, how much is it?" 

"Five hundred dollars, dude." 

His client paid so happy for his new tattoo, but the best was his new mark 

"Dude, | got a question" Said the tattooist. 

"Yes?" He answered at same time keeping the notecase in his pocket"Why you want so many scars? Why you 
come back so often?" 

Taking a breath, he looked at him, smiling, like always. "Every scar means a fear, a pain overstepped." 

"Oh , Dude! That's amazing! that's the fourth this year!" 

"Thanks, that was so painfully but | decided stop therapy. | prefer this pain instead of take pills and talk with a 
guy that costs one hundred fifty by hour." 

"That's so fucking true. Dude, come when you want, as your home, ah? And make | told you, | want see you 
again playing.” 

A big and affective hug and he was out. Walking of streets, narrow streets that he loved to walk alone, after 
have a new tattoo, pain is pain, but it depends how you feel it, and how you use it. 

His phone buzzed on his pocket. A text message. 

"Hi David, it's me, Shawn. Dave wants talk with you, | think” 

He couldn't hide his laugh, clapping. At last, all his scars made something good. 


Regeneration 


Author's Notes: 
nothing of this text happened, only came from my imagination, hope you like it! 


David sat on his plane seat, business class. Finally, Dave said the words that he should ten years ago. "I'm 
sorry." That was enough to make him back with megadeth again. 

"ooh, yea, that's a good life", he moaned as he lied on the seat. 

He slept deep and sweet, when they woke up him, he was on his destiny: LA. All began there: in LA, their first 
flat, their first band, their first song, their first kissall that feelings mixed and making him thousand questions, 
without how to answer. 

He had very light luggage, a handbag with a pair of briefs and socks, basic underwear, passport, credit cards, 
and his phone mobile ringing again. 

"yes?" 

"IFs me, Shawn, where are you? l'm gonna pick you at the airport" 


"oh, Shawn, I'm at gate twenty five. You'll see me right now." 


He hanged the phone and he got out from the airport, and, Shawn was there: a beautiful Chevy van, deep black 
with tinted glasses. 


"hellooo!! Oh my god!!! Is really you, David?!?" Shawn even was surprised. 


"oh Shawn, you look pretty nicel! Come here, dude!" 
The two friends had a very friendly hug from a minute, and talking happily, they went in to the car. 


"oh, we really need you, it's true that Dave said!" 
"what he said?" asked nailing an eyebrow. 


"there's no one in the earth who can plays megadeth songs like you! If there's someone who take megadeth 


essence, that's you!" 
David smiled, relaxed, comfortable. 


"this Dave. Shawn, he stills so grumpy?" 


Shawn laughed, only fifteen minutes and he was having a great time with David. That will be awesomel 


"hell yes, he's always this way, but after that, he's really nice with all" Shawn turned on the CD player, a song 
of Bathory, "the lake" 


David sang, Shawn was thinking how the fuck a future Lutheran priest could like an anti Christian band. 

"oh, do you like them?" Shawn pointed the led screen, as the name "Bathory" appears on it. 

"sure | like them" "why you think | don't?" asked Shawn softly. He was always soft with everyone. 

"oh, cause they're anti Christians" 

David took breath. 

"well, it's true, but, their songs most are of Viking thematic and Viking mythology, courage, fearless, truth, all 
these ideals, are very important today. Don't forget it. More than religion, are ideals, you have to look how 
these ideals are. It doesn't work if you're a Christian and you're a son of a bitch, that's make it senseless, you 
have to find an equal point. You can be religious, but you should, no, you must be a good person Don't forget 


it, Shawn. 


Shawn was quiet. That man, sat side him, could be the happiest of the world, but in the hour of need, he was 
completely the man you looked for. He knew what to say and when to say it. 


"you're fucking right, dude. Ey, here is!" 

When the car parked, Shawn guide him in to the studio. His heart became to beat like a Harley Davidson into a 
long highway riding for freedom. Every door passed was a little beat harder, asking him if Dave was behind it. 
Finally, Shawn knocked. 


“get in’ a boost, serious, and deep voice replied. 


"hi guys. Guess who's herel!" and Finally David entered there. There was him, sat, when Dave realized was David 


he jumped from the chair. 
"ooh sweet Jesus! It's you! Oh oh, come here, old boy!" 


They were embracing, for a moment, the time stopped, at last for them. Like If they were ten years ago, 
when they decided to break, when their paths were separated. 


"Oh my god, look at you, David, you're like time doesn't pass for youl" Dave was happy to see him again. 


"thanks you, dear, oh, you like so good! Nice to see you! How are your family?" 


David loved his friend's family, despite all they had together. 


Bisexual sex was something usual for them on those lost and crazy times. 
"oh, they're fine. Justis is so nice and he's a man. Elektra wants to be a singer. 


"like his father!" David nice like always, with Dave. 


"oh yes, but come on, Shawn, could you call Chris? | think he was in the sin" 


"oh yes, wait a sec, | will back in a minute" 


Shawn went to look for Chris. 
With the door closed, they could speak with confidence. Dave 
was nervous, David was worst even. 


"David missed you." 


David felt his heart dropped inside his chest. But, he kept his forms. Now was another David, not cold, not 
angry, but different. 


"well, | missed the band, missed play with you, | missed too much things, Dave. Its nice to come back. Always 
its nice" 


he was keeping his sunglasses, despite of they were inside a room without windows. 
"Davidpleasetake your glasses off." 


"why"? 


| wannasee your eyes again, | need how you're looking at me as you're talking to me" 
Dave's voice tone and his face asking that, made David remind 

when they were a couple and Dave looked at him as a puppy 

begging for love, that was all: Dave needed love and care. Always he needed, 

David kept his sunglasses on his handbag. 


"well now, alright?" 


"hell yes." Said Dave, smiling, pleased. 


Dave missed his eyes, those eyes made him miss David's caring, David's voice, everything from David, he was 


clamming to take him again, but, David wasn't same that before. Break did him different totally. 


"well, Dave, we have to talk about money, gigs, and performances, about songs, riffs, travels, and music, 


haven't we? 

"ohyeswell, all that was how | told you by phone." 

"nice then Clear as water.andlmissedyou too." 

Shit. Dave was waiting for David's mouth say that words long time agohe talked with him not like before, but 


almost. 


"oh yes, l'm always making not get much weight, but you, David, you look so fine! Oh, tell me, did you have 
been in to the gym?" 


"sometimes, not always, thanks Dave, you didn't change, really’ 

They laughed for a while, and then, Chris knocked the door. 

“come in, please!" 

Chris came and he was so happy to see David. 

"oh gosh!" "David! It's really youll!" 

"Hahaha, come on guys, I'm here don't worry, | won't let you alone with Dave anymore, he's dangerous" 


All them had a great time with David. He talked about when they were young and crazy, talking how about 
they survive despite all the troubles, drugs, and fights. 


"well guys, it's so late. | need rest my ass, and take a glass of whiskey. If anyone needs me, | will be in my 


room. See you, guys!" 


That same night, he took a bottle of bourbon. Sat on the edge of the bed, he remembered old times, past 
experiences, past loves, past words, asking himself If Dave was asking that before when he looked at his eyes 
directly. He lied on the bed, too much drink and emotions for a day. 

someone knocked his door. Looking the clock, he saw the time. Two am. how the hell someone could call to his 


door now? 
"what the-fuck me 

David opened the door, and he couldn't believe it. Was Dave! 
‘Davewhat the fuckis something wrong??" 


"ohsol.! think | needed to talk with you." 


David rolled his eyes, taking a deep and long breath. 
"ok, come in, please" closing the door behind Dave, he took a beer from the minibar. 
"take it. What's going on?" he was sat to Dave's side. 


"| was thinking about us, David." 
‘about what? Oh no, sorry Dave, | didn't came back again for this. | won't be your puppet again. Sorry’ 


"wow , calm down boy. | don't mean you'll be my puppet. | only told you | was thinking about us, about how 
good friends we are, and | don't want to lose your friendship again. Don't think | made you back begging you for 
sex. l'm served with my wife, thank you." 


"oh, nice then. | agree with you" 


David crossed arms behind the head and lied on the bed. "could you take another beer bottle from the minibar, 


please? | need a gulp." 

"oh sure" he did, and a tense silence. 

"Ey Dave, | saw your last show, | liked it, | like new songs." 

"Really?" Dave turned to him, waiting to the answer, asking to break the tension floating in the air. 

I'm always talking serious. Oh, tell me, how was with Pam?" Dave felt his heart dropped. His wife doesn't please 
him since long time ago. That was depressive and pathetic for him, a true playboy, a heartbreaking kid, alone in 
the nights at his hotel room, jerking off while seeing a porn movie. 

"ooh, she's ok, she's good now" 

but was too late cause David could even smell when Dave was wrong, sad, upset, call it angry, call it pissed off, 
call it depressive, but he could feel it. 

Drinking a little more, he switched the radio on. 

"Drops of Jupiter, | love this song" 

he laid singing. Suddenly, he felt weight on his left side of the bed. Dave lied near him. David acted like most 
natural thing of the world, but his heart beat and his chest claimed for Dave. 

"David, how was when you felt alone at home?" 

"Boring" 


A loud laugh filled the room, despite the hour, Dave couldn't take it. 


"Good answer, dude!" "I was terribly bored, too. It's nice to see you again. You lookhandsome." 


David was in shock. Again?! Didn't he said he won't his puppet again?!?! What was happening with Dave? 
"Davestopl.there's something | have to tell you." 

"Go on" 

Dave was face to face with him. 

‘lm not. I'm not like before l'm not a one night affairel'm not from only one." 


Dave placed a hand over David, caressing him. 


‘it's ok, sweetie. l'm always been here. When you'll need me, I'll be here for you." And, nobody knows how and 


when or why, David kissed him, softly. Dave only closed eyes feeling like in heaven 

"Tell me, how it feels been so far and suddenly so close?" 

Dave didn't look for a good answer, only wanted to hear David. 

"Was like be in another planet. Its painful, but now is like 

to be on a soft cloud. | love you, Dave." He kissed Dave again. He felt Dave's hands under his shirt, but David 
stopped Dave. 


"Dude, stop. Not now. Not so soon. Wait me ah? 


"| have been waiting for ten years. | won't hope anymore, David" He was over him. 


"Dave, please, it's not only time, l'm asking for respect. Don't have same mistake twice." 


It Seemed to work for first time in ages, because Dave kissed him again with all the love he could and he lied 


next to him. 

"You're right, baby. Can | sleep with you?" 

David couldn't say no to that pretty eyes, those eyes that telling he was too long lonely and alone. 

"Sure, Dave. Let me turn off this light." 

David slept with a very warm and comfortable blanket, under it was Dave, taking him embraced, kissing his 
cheek, spelling love words. 

"Dave, If you want make love to me, there's a rule" 


"Which rule is that, ah?" 


If you want to use my ass, you have to let me use yours" 


"What?" Dave woke up, moving from his place. "are you fucking kidding me?" 


David knew how to talk with him, how to make Dave calm. 

"listen to me" hissed on Dave's ear "been filled by your lover, its the most pure act of the mother nature, 
it's like to fill him, but you're taking all the love that someone can brings to you, I'm not speaking about sex, 
I'm speaking you have to let me taste you as | never did” 

Dave felt his skin crawl, his breath stopped, his mind blew up and he lied again with David. 


"You always know what to say. | will let you taste me. Now, sleep, honey. | love you, David" 


"| love you, Dave." 


a talk in the hotel room 


Author's Notes: 
nothing of this has happened. all come from my imagination. only for entertainment. 


Two weeks after his back, David was playing with the band. He was talking with Shawn, in the hall, talking with a 


journalist from a magazine. Everyone was excited to see him again with megadeth. 
"Are you happy to back?" a microphone was hold near his face. 
"Always it's a pleasure back | love these guys, are like part of my family." 


David was happy, always he was, playing with them. He was looking for Dave and Chris, they weren't with him, 
thought they had to go to the hotel to rest. He thought they maybe they were before him, maybe they were 
tired, they spend so much energy in every gig they made, they were so active men 

He decided to take his handbag. He needed to lock himself into his hotel bedroom, open a bottle of drink, and 
smoke a Habana cig. He was euphoric to back again. 

He was totally absorbed thinking on his new age coming: gigs, rehearsals, meet and greet, photo sessions, album 
recordings, parties, all like before, but with a new condition: no more drugs, no more to be Dave's puppet, that 
was essential for him, pride over the rest of things, pride. 

He opened the door of the stage. And, he couldn't believe what he found there: Chris, sat over Dave's lap, 
kissing him, both with pants down. The scene was simple to describe, they were having wild sex. They were 


lovers. 
"oh, Shit! David, | can explain this!" 


Dave was flush red, totally embarrassed, even he couldn't move from Chris, he was shocked. Even he 


stammered. 


David, instead get angry, pissed off, upset, or sad, acted like most natural thing in the world. He went directly 
to get his handbag, walking calm and quiet. 


"Relax, boys, I'm going to take my handbag. Calm down, it's your life, not mine. See ya tomorrow, l'm in the 


hotel. See yal" 


David closed the door, shocked about he just saw there. "Again? Dave didn't change! He only wanted a puppet 
for his games! He asked for him a kiss last time they were in same room and now he was shagging with Chris. 
"Well done, Dave. | told you | wasn't same that before, but now, It would be worst. If you want play, l'm going 
to. Don't rush, baby, that will be long agony for you, and a funny game for me. Don't worry" 

He arrived tired to the bedroom, and he opened the minibar, looking for something decent to drink. There were 


only little bottles. 
"no way. those wouldn't work even with a baby" 


David decided to call to the service and ask for something strong. A bottle of whiskey, and a box of Habana. 
He switched on his phone. While he was Selecting a song, his thoughts were far away, his mind was off, he 
found a good song. Amon Amarth. "as loke falls”. 


He was going to take a glass, but he thought was so light for that night and drank directly from the bottle. 


He was pissed off. Too much, enough to want to break Dave's face with that song in the background. He was 
enjoying the cig. But he wasn't happy to back now, he wished to back home, to forget all he said to Dave weeks 


ago. 


When the bottle was half empty, someone knocked the door. He thought could be the people of rooms around 
him, saying "please turn off your music" or "we need sleep.” Well, surely that night maybe he could be banned 


from that hotel cause that night rest of the world minds a shit for him. 
David opened the door and he couldn't believe whose were there, Chris and Dave. 


"oh..David, we want talk." 


David drank too much, he inhale smoke from the cig, and looked Dave directly face to face. 
“get in. both." 


His two band mates sat into the chair and in the edge of the bed. He offered them whiskey and cigs, but they 
rejected the cigs, they only wanted drink. 


"ok, what's wrong?" "is something wrong?" 
He drank watching them, directly to their eyes. That was another David, not sweet, nice, and innocent, was 
totally different, as If someone took all his old personality and implanted another one. 


"David. | wanted to tell you last night | talked with you." Dave was shy, that was strange even for David. 


"Dave, | know you try to tell me. | told you I'm not only of a one man. | ain't going to be anyone's puppet 
anymore. So, you decided to make it for your way. Nice played, boss. Fuck, it's really hot here. Wait a second. | 


need to get comfortable." 


He took off his shirt. Dave was shocked, not for the happened hours before, David was without shirt, his 
tattoos are visible, his marks too, and two piercings crossed his pink, soft nipples. Suddenly Dave felt his pants 
tight and himself growing inside them. 


"Well, guys, you're free to do what you wish, Dave, don't expect nothing from me. If you want something from 
me, you'll have to win my trust. That's clear. I'm not yours. And you aren't mine. Chris, don't worry, you both 
are great guys, that guy can be a son of a bitch, but is the greatest band mate you can ever have. 


"Oh, David, come on, why are you so mean with me?" 

Dave was even disappointed with David. 

"Mean? I'm trying to say you're free to fuck with anyone, same as me. It's easy to get, isn't it?" said placing a 
hand to his chest and finishing the glass. He filled another and drink another more. 

"David, what's wrong with you?" 

Dave woke up and faced him. Dave was tired of that game. David was giggling. He talk to Dave low and soft. 


"Is nothing with me. Its, rules changed. You can choose, | can choose. Are you jealous, Dave?" 


David pointed to Dave's chest. Thousand of thoughts blew off his mind. But he deserved a lover, a warm bed 


and a true lover who lied with. 


"David, is you're taking that as personal and it isn't. its only, | don't want get lonely too much. We were having 
fun, that's all. You mean so much for me. That's why | called you" 


David turned his back a little for a second, to take the glass and drink again. Dave could see the marks and the 
tattoos. Chris was amazed to see that artwork. 


David hug him. So strong, he loved that guy. 

"forgive me, Dave. | though you forgot me. That was all." 

Dave loved that man Despite all the discussions, the fights between them, the injuries, the drugs, the wasted 
years, all that was gone. They were different now, they were lovers, ye, but now, Chris was in the game too. 
"Tell me, Chris, you have girlfriend, haven't you?" 

‘Oh, yes, you met her before the show" 

"And she knows you're bisexual?" 

"Yes, she's too" 

David laughed a lot, lied over the bed Dave too, he didn't knew that about Chris. That will be a show. 

"oh, bloody hell! Did you ever had a threesome, then?" 


Chris was flush red. "yes, a couple of times" 


"0000H NOOO!!! YOU DID ITI! HAHAHA" 


David was so drunk He rested over the bed, for a few seconds. Dave looked at him. That image of a sweet, 


innocent, and smooth kid has disappeared. Now he was different. He looked like a bohemian men 
"David" 

"Yes, honey?" 

"You're fucking hot. | want to bite your nipples and pull of your piercings" 

David raised his head up. "you will. Don't worry. 


"Both?" Was Chris, sweet voice, asking for a game, a new game. 


"both." He winked to Chris, as Dave smiled. That was David, never reject a friend 
"Well, guys, | know to sleep some hours and take a shower, my head is clamming for a rest." 
Before go outside, Dave kissed him, "love you, David" Chris smiled and he closed the door. 


"Oh, my fucking god. These men would kill me. And | thought it would be a relaxing day’ 


